WALSINGHAM

the statue of the Virgin taken to London. A Protestant account
says, * This day Our Lady of Walsingham was brought to
Lambithe where was both my Lord Chancellor and my Lord
Privy Seal with many virtuous prelates, but there was offered
neither oblations nor candles. What shall become of her is
not determined/ In fact the effigy was burnt at Chelsea.
Simple country folk continued to believe in the miracles of the
Virgin. One such old woman was made to sit in the stocks at
Walsingham as * a reporter of false tales ' with ' young people
and boys of the town casting snowballs at her '. Popular feel-
ing found expression in a ballad called ' Lament for Walsing-
ham ' which concluded with these verses,

4 Levell, levell with the ground

The Towers doe lye

Which with their golden glittering tops

Pearsed oute to the skye.

Weepe, weepe, O Walsingham
Whose dayes are nightes,
Blessings turned to blasphemies,
Holy deeds to dispites.

Sinne is where Our Lady sate,
Heaven is turned to Hell;
Satan sits where Our Lord did swaye,
Walsingham, Oh, farewell'.
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